The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Cottr. Of Laertes ? 

Hora. His purfe is empty already, all’s golden Words are fanr' 

Ham • Of him fir. * 

Cottr. I know you are not ignorant. - ^ 

Ham. I would you did fir ; yet in faith if you did it would not 
much approve me : well fir. 

C ottr • You are ignorant of what excellence Laertes is. » 

Ham. I dare not confefle that, left I fhould compare with him 
in excellence ; but to know a man well were to know himfelfe. 

Cottr. I meane fir for his weapon , but in the imputation laid on 
him by them in his meedhee’s unfellowed* 

Ham. What’s his weapon? 

Cottr. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That’s two of his weapons ; but well. 

C our. The King fir hath wager’d wish him fixe Barbery horfes, 
againft the which he has impawn’d as I take it fix French Rapiers 
and Poniards, with their affignes, as girdle, hanger, and fo : three 
of the carriages in faith are very deare to fancy, Very refponfive to 
the hilts,moft delicate carriages, and of very liberallconceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages ? 

Hera. I knew you muft be edified by the margin ere you had 
done. 

Cottr. The carriages fir are the hangers. 

Ham. The phrafe would be more german to the matter if wee 
could carry a cannon by our fides, I would it might be hangers till 
then : but on, fixe B arbary horfes againft fixe French (words, their 
aflignes, and three liberall conceited carriages, that’s the French 
bet againft the Danish. why is this all you call it ? 

Cottr . The King fir, hath laid fir^hat in a dozen pafles betweene 
yourfelfeandhimhe Ilia 11 not exceed you three hits, hehathlaid 
on twelve for nine, and it would come to immediate trialljif your 
Lordfhip would vouchfefe the anfwer. 

Ham. How if I anfwer no ? 

Cottr. I meane my Lord the oppofition ofyour perfon in triall* 

Ham. Sir I will walke here in the hall, i fit pleale his Majeftie, 
it is the breathing time of day with me, let the foiles be brought, 
the Gentleman willing, and theKing hold his purpofe, I will win 
for him and I can ; if not, I will gaine nothing but my fliame and 
the odde hits. . ^ Cottr, 


Prince of D enmarke. 

Cottr. Shall I deliver you fo > 

flam. Tothis eftrift fir, after what flouriffi yoiir nature Will. 

fiur. I commend my duty to your Lordfhip. 

flam. Yours does well to commend it himfelfe, thereareno 
tongues elte for his turne. 

flora. This Lapwing runs away with the fhell on his head. 

flam. A did fo fir with his dugge before a fiickt it ; thus has he 
jc many more of the feme breed that I know, the droflie age dotes 
on, onely got the tune of the time, and out of an habit of incoun- 
ter, a kinde of mifty colledrion , which carries them through and 
through the moft profane and trennowned opinions ; and doe but 
blow them to their triall, the bubbles are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord- My Lord*, his Mfcjeftie commended him to yenby young 
Oy?r/r^,yvhobrings back to him that you attend him in the hall, 
he fends to know if your pleafurehold to play mthLaertesjot that 
you will take longer time ? 

flam- 1 am conftancje my ptyppoles, they follow the Kings 
pleaiure *, ifhis-fidhefle fpeaks, mineis ready, now or whenfoever* 
provided I be foible as now. 

Lord. The ISing and Queen and all are comming downe. 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. TheQueendefiresyoutoufe fome gentle entertainment 
to Laertes before you goe to play, 

flam. She well inffrudfs me. 

Bor. You will fofe my Lord. 

. Ham. I doe not thinke fo,fince he went into France I have bin 
incontinuall practice ; I fhall win at theoddes rfthou wouldft not 
think how ill all’s here about my heart, but it is no matter. 

Hora. Nay good my Lord; 

Ham. It is but foolery, but it is fuch a kind of game-giving as 
Would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hora. If your mind diflike any thing obey it , I fhall fbreftall 
their repaire hither, and fey you are not fit* 

Ham Not a whir, we defie Augury, there is a fpeciall providence 
m the felj of a Sparrow : if it be, ’tis not to come, if it bee not to 
come, it will be now, if it be not now, yet it will come, the readi- 
nelieisall, fincenoman of ought he leaves knowes what is’t to 

N leave 
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